IMPRESARIO

on the floor outside the dressing rooms, and the dancers would
dive into the heap, in a mad scramble for their own. Karinska her-
self stood in the dressing-room corridor, pinning the dancers in
with safety pins.

Some of the costumes never arrived that night at all, and the
girls had to go on the stage clad only in their full-length tights,
which no one noticed.

While all this was going on the intermission stretched out for
forty-five minutes. But from the moment the curtain went up,
the boredom of the outrageous intermission was forgotten, and
I heard people in the audience say, as the curtain fell and the
applause quieted, that they would gladly sit through the ballet
again that very night.

Surprisingly, it was a success on tour as well, and it was no
more difficult to travel, for all the apparent elaborateness of the
decor and costumes, than any other ballet. Nini Theilade, who
wore the skin tights and long yellow hair of Venus, had some diffi-
culty with the stagehands, who had to lift her up on the platform
behind the scene from which she stepped out in her seashell. The
skin tights1 were equally embarrassing to the stagehands and to
her, until she hit upon the simple device of wearing a dressing
gown until she was safely on the platform, and then dropping it
off. Her small, delicately formed figure made her apparent nudity
on the stage almost abstract There was no naughtiness about the
display at all

At every performance the technical staff stood in the wings,
making bets on whether the umbrellas would open at the cue,
or too soon, or not at all. They were worked by springs from the
wings, and they were more temperamental than any ballet dancer
in the company.

Dalfs program notes for Bacchanale had to be printed exactly
as he had written them, an utter mystification to most of the
public, an opportunity for gags to the critics. Since the whole
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